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LIKE OTHER GIRLS. 


‘‘] MAY BE BaD, BUT I AM NOT THE WORST MAN IN THE WORLD.” 


‘* THEN ] WON’T ACCEPT YOU, 


I'LL WAIT UNTIL HE PROPOSES,” 


NUMBER 5090. 
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» “‘MINERVA CUP,”? 
CORINTHIAN YACHT CLUB. 





Solid Silver 


Exclusively. 








fj 
Ze 


STERLING 


WHITING MF’G CO 


Silversmiths, 





Broadway & 


NEW YORK. 


18th Street, 





DESIGNED AND MADE BY WHITING M’F’G CO. 





E. A. Morrison 
& Son 


announce a second importa- 
tion of Ladies’ 


Bonnets 
and Round Hats, 


Trimmed Hats for Misses 
and Children, and a nicely 
selected stock of 


Fancy Sailors, 
Tam O’Shanters, 


and other desirable shapes 


in Summer Hats, which they 
will exhibit on and after 


April sixteenth. 
Second Exhibition. 


893 Broadway. 





HILTON, HUGHES & CU. 


Successors to A. T. STEWART & CO. 


Select Your Bargains! 


Carpets. 


PER YD. 


BEST WILTONS, $1.50 
CHOICE GOBELINS, - 1.35 
FINE AXMINSTERS, 1.25 
5-FRAME BODY BRUSSELS, 85c. to 1.10 
VELVETS, 75e. to 1.25 


Exhibition, Japanese’& Chinese 
Mattings. 


“REGENT, IMPERIAL, MIKADO, TY- 
COON AND MANDARIN” BRANDS. 
HARDWOOD FLOORS AT LOWEST 

PRICES. ’ 
ESTIMATES FURNISHED. 





Upholstery. 


Cretonnes. 


FRENCH STRIPES, - lic. yd., worth 30c. 
ENGLISH; newest designs, 25c. yd., worth 40c. 


(These are suitable for Bed Draperies and Slip 
Covers.) 


Furniture Slip Covers 


Of Fine Cotton Damasks—5 or 7-piece set— 
complete for #9.00 and ®12.50. 


Window Awnings. 


Full Size, Heavy, Complete, 
$3.50 each. 


Window Shades and Bedding are our Special- 
ties. 


THE ENTIRE BLOCK, 
Broadway, 4th Ave. 9th and 10th Sts. 





COPYRIGHT FOR GREAT BRITAIN BY JAMES HENDERSON 
UNDER THE ACT OF 1891 


Stern 


Bros 


are now exhibiting their 


Importations of 
Ladies’ 
High=Cost 
Costumes 


comprising models from 
all the leading Paris Modi 





Also additional exclusive 
Spring Styles 
From their own Workroo 


Including a complete assortment 


Summer Suits 
in Duck, Organdies, 
Irish Dimities, Corded Bat’ 
Dotted Swisses, 
Novelty and Silk Gingham 





West 23d 5 
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OUR BOYS AND OUR GIRLS. 
‘* TOM'’S UNCLE WAS VERY UNJUST WHEN HE LEFT HIM FIFTY THOUSAND DOLLARS AND THE TWO GIRLS ONLY FIVE THOUSAND APIECE.” 
‘* BuT HE EXPLAINED IN THE WILL THAT HE CONSIDERED THEM CAPABLE OF MAKING THEIR OWN WAY IN THE WORLD.” 
BAGGED THE WRONG BIRD. HE: Oh, Henry, I had such a dreadful dream 
_ OUNG Hardupp voweda mighty ~ last night. I dreamed I saw your first wife sit- 
Modi vow : ting in your lap and you saz/éng upon her. 
ods ‘“T'll wed a girl with cash,” said he ; HE: That’s the oddest dream I ever heard of. 
‘*T’'ll bag a mitlionairess, though SHE: How, dear ? 
I sue a year on bended knee. HE: Why, she weighed two hundred and fifty 
: pounds ! 
‘orkrod He sued a year on bended knee ' 
With constancy that never flagged ; ITY MISSIONARY: My friend, aren’t you 
tment But, oh, no maiden rich bagged he— sorry you are in here? 
ria Twas but his trousers that he bagged. PRISONER: No, sir; I’m in here for having five 
ts John P. Lyons. wives. 
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*OMhile there's Life theze’s Hope.” 


VOL. XXIII. APRIL 19, 1894. No. 590. 
28 West TWENTY-THIRD STREET, NEW YORK. 





Published every Thursday. $5.00 a year in advance. Postage to foreign 
countries in the Postal Union, $1.04 a year, extra. Single copies, ro cents, 

Rejected contributions will "be destroyed unless accompanied by a stamped 
and directed envelope. 








IFE remarks with pride and satisfaction that its old 
friend, the Springtield daily Repud/ican, has lately 
celebrated its fiftieth anniversary. The 
Republican is an energetic and conscientious 
newspaper. Few journals in 
the land can hurl an egg with 
more relief to its own editorial 
feelings and less injury to 
the object aimed at. It was 
something more than eleven years 
‘ ago that the Republican rose from 
inspecting LIFE’s first number, sum- 
med up in detail the inadequacy of its 
manifestations, and announced that 
it had no reason for being, and that 
there was no visible room for such a 
thing in the same world with 
; itself. Since that time LIFE 
ce — has always regarded the Repud- 
I~ Jican with the kindest feelings, 
as a sort of involuntary rural 
monument to its own stability. Whenever the Repudlican 
happens to be in this town, if it will stop in at numbers 
19 and 21 West Thirty-first Street, a competent office boy 
shall be detailed to show it all over LIFE’S new building. 
* * * 
N top of the misfortune of filial 
Mr. Jacob Astor in desiring 
to build a stable for his mother 
next to a synagogue on Madison 
Avenue, comes an analogous en- 
tanglement of Mr. Elbridge Gerry. 
Mr. Gerry’s wife owns a building 
in Maiden Lane, which Mr. Gerry 
has recently caused to be painted 
a bright orange. But the jewelers 
across the way from it say that the 
new color makes their diamonds 
all shine yellow, and they want to 
repaint Mrs. Gerry’s building at 
theirowncost. Mr. Gerry, however, 
protests that orange is a very handsome color, and advises 
his Maiden Lane neighbors to deal less in diamonds for 





‘ 


a time and more in topazes. Mr. Gerry and Mr. Astor 
must feel that there is little after all in this world that a man 
can really call his own, and that if they do not stand for their 
rights, the time will come when bank presidents will not be 
permitted to wear yellow shoes without a special permit 
from the Secretary of the Treasury. LIFE is sorry for them 
both, and yet Mrs. Gerry, who owns that building, must 
recognize that orange is rather a trying color, even though 
it is true that most of the Maiden Lane jewelers are bru- 
nettes. Meanwhile, the next petition against the smoke 
nuisance will not get many signers in Maiden Lane. 
* * * 
— anxiety is expressed by readers over the apparent 
disposition of publishers to issue novels in two 
volumes. General Wallace’s “Prince of India” was so issued, 
and more recently Mrs. Ward’s “ Marcella” and Crawford's 
“Katharine Lauderdale.” If a novel is a two-volume novel, 
an argument may be made in favor of printing it in two 
volumes, though the better opinion is that the true remedy 
is to cut itdown. But usually the size of the book bears 
no traceable relation to the form of its issue, and the suspicion 
exists that publishers favor as great a multiplication of vol- 
umes as the allurements of the book will stand. What is 
good for publishers is liable eventually to be of some benefit 
to authors, and with anything that can help authors Lire 
could not have any quarrel. Still asa journal that some- 
times buys a book for its own delectation, it must be 
allowed to look askance at any approach to an imitation 
on American soil of the costly and inconvenient three- 
volume-novel of Great Britain. 
* 
I* view — the continued difficulty 
in accepting any of Mr. St. Gaudens’s 
designs for the World’s Fair medal, it 
is suggested that all the existing designs 
be thrown aside, and that Mr. John 
Rogers, or some other competent hand, 
be induced to fashion a das reléef of Mr. 
John Boyd Thatcher crowning an ex- 
hibitor with a garland of zinc. 
* * * 
HE masterly inactivity of the New York State Legislature 
in the matter of the bill to incorporate “a provident 
loan society ” justly excites remark. The purpose of the bill 
is to establish a pawn-shop in New York where persons 
whose circumstances are temporarily straightened can bor- 
row money at twelve per cent. per annum, instead of the 
thirty-six per cent. which the regular pawn-brokers charge. 
Thirty-one well-known individuals, beginning with Otto T. 
Bannard and ending with Cornelius Vanderbilt, are the 
would-be provident corporators. Our guardians at Albany 
are understood to maintain that the whole lot of them are 
money-makers, and that what they are really after is a 
chance for an investment that will bring them exaggerated 
profits. Our said guardians have stood firm against these 
would-be extortioners, and have successfully protected the 
very poor in their privilege of paying thirty-six per cent. 
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A BOVINE REPARTEE. 
E picked up a hickory bough, 
And aimed a wild blow at the cough ; 
But the brute, with a laugh, 
Bellowed forth, ‘‘ I’m no caugh,” 
And the little dog tittered ‘‘ bough! wough !”’ 








GONE FOREVER. 


T was afternoon. There 
was a slight haze over- 
head, and the scurrying 
clouds in the Western sky 
boretheir warning of the com- 
ing shower to the passers-by 
on the avenue, who hurried 
swiftly along, some with 
their overcoats turned up, 
and others more free and 
easy, with the hurried air of 
the Metropolitan pedestrian. 
It was not a pleasant after- 
noon in any sense of the 
word, and yet to Mildred 
Twilling, as she paced rapidly up and down the drawing 
room of her father’s princely mansion, on the avenue, it was 
the gladdest, gayest afternoon in the whole year—for was he 
not coming? As she stopped to think of what this meant to 
her her heart gave a great throb of joy. Yes, he was coming at 
last—her tall, broad-shouldered lover, who had said good-bye 
to her on that terrible night, two years ago, and had left her, 
to roam in foreign lands and now, now he was coming. She 
held his letter in her hands, and even as she stood thus, with 
all the eager joy of anticipation in her beautiful face, a tall 
and sunburned stranger with the distinguished air of one who 
has traveled much, alighted from a carriage that but a 
moment before had rolled up to the door, walked slowly up 
the steps and rang the bell. It needed but a glance to see 
that Edward Cashmere was not the same impassioned lover 
that had torn himself away two years before. His face was 
anxious, perturbed, and showed no trace of the great joy that 
should have been his. He hesitated a moment in the hall, 
and then, summoning all his resolution, threw open the 
drawing-room door and stood face to face with the woman 
who had clung to him so passionately at parting, and whom 
he had promised even as he kissed her farewell, to be faith- 
fulto. And now, what was he to bring her? Nothing but 
a record of broken promises, the charred ashes of a dead 
love. 

‘“‘ Edward,” she said, looking up into his face with a search- 
ing gaze, as if she would read his very soul, “have you 
nothing tosay tome? After two long years of waiting, do 
you come back to me now only to tell me—ah, have I guessed 
your secret ?—that your heart is another’s ?” 

With a quick gesture of despair he hurried from her, and 
burying his face in his hands muttered hoarsely, “ Alas! have 
you so soon learned the truth? 








Yes, indeed, it is but too 
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HIS TRUST IN PROVIDENCE WAS NOT MISPLACED. 
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true,” he went on. “One day while I was traveling through 
an unfrequented portion of Italy I met by chance a beautiful 
girl from Plainfield. For nearly a day after that we were 
thrown almost constantly together. It is the same old story, 
Mildred, of ——”’ 

“And is she your wife?” she demanded, the color grad- 
ually fading away from her face and leaving it quite ghastly 
in its pallor. 

“She is,” he replied brokenly. ‘‘ We were married in Paris 
last month. But Mildred, dear,” he cried passionately, “do 
not grieve so. Can it be possible that you still love me so? 
Oh, tell me that this is not true!” 

With a piercing cry the young girl threw herself prostrate 
on the sofa, “Oh, why did you not tell me this before?” 
she moaned. “No, Edward, it is not that I loved you so 
much, but now I fear that it is too late.” 

“Too late,” he repeated mechanically. ‘ Why, what can 
you mean ?” 

“TI mean this,” she cried hysterically. “ Knowing that you 
were coming back, and believing you to be true to me, this 
morning, fool that I was, I sent back four elegant engage- 
ment rings.” Tom Masson. 





WOBBLY. 


OBB: I wanted the ushers at my wedding to have 
their pictures taken right after the breakfast, but it 
was impossible. 
Noss: Why? 
Coss: The photographer couldn’t make them stand up 
together. 





OOL: What is the difference between a Croton bug 
and a cockroach ? 
VAN PELT: None; the former term is used by the land- 
lord, the latter by the tenant. 





” OMMY, what are you doing with that big dictionary ?”’ 


asked his mother. 
“1’m looking in the abbreviations for P. D. Q.” 


























She: YOU HAVEN’T SHOWN THIS RING TO A SOUL, HAVE YOU ? 
He; No, DARLING. WHy, I ONLY SUCCEEDED IN GETTING IT BACK FROM THE OTHER GIRL AN HOUR AGO! 








66 1S this LIFE?” 


“Yes—yes. Who is it?” 

“ St. Gaudens—sculptor.” 

“Glad to see you—we mean to hear you— Mr. St. Gaudens. 
LIFE is always glad to talk with a man of brains and origin- 
ality. What can we do for you?” 

“Nothing for me, since, fortunately, there are enough 
pure-minded and artistic people in America to keep me busy, 
but you might say a few words about our political censors 
of art. What do you think of the men who rejected my 
medal because it bore a nude figure ?” 

“We'd rather tell you in a personal interview. One of 
the young lady telephone operators might be listening to 
our talk and we don’t want our telephone taken out.” 

‘Do you ever turn your thoughts to those persons?” 

“Not being fond of the sensation of nausea we don’t 
think of them any oftener than we can help.” 

“Do you think they’re right ?”’ 

“Why certainly. People of taste and refinement have 








so little to say in the govern- 
ment of this country that they have 
no rights that any politician is 
bound to respect. They haven’t 
any ‘ pull,’ and the jay vote is the 
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one to consider in matters of an artistic nature.” 

“What makes you think so?” 

“Look at the import duty on works of art. Look at the 
monstrosities in the way of public buildings turned out by 
the salaried deck-hands employed by the government to pro- 
mote bad architecture. Look at—but what’s the use of going 
any further? As an artist, you know how much of a chance 
Art has with our corn-fed or saloon-bred politicians.” 

“What are we going to do about it?” 

“Nothing, except keep pegging away. Produce the best 
we can and rely upon the ‘saving remnant’ of educated 
people to keep us alive. Obstacles like Mr. Carlisle, we are 
happy to say, are only human and survive but a life-time. 
And gccasionally we can skip over to Europe, where the 
Arkansas standard does not prevail in matters artistic.” 

“ But, L1rFE has always set its face against Americans 
spending their money in Europe.” 

“Not against the people who go for an education they 
cannot get in America. Only against the people who go 
over there to loaf. LIFE would very much like to send a 
few of our Western politicians over to learn that a govern- 
ment need not necessarily vulgarize the taste of its people.” 

“Why don’t you do it?” 

“We can't afford it. We've been spending our money on 








THOSE LOWER ANIMALS. 
‘*YER ORTEN T’ BZHECT (HIC), MA, 
THASSHAL.” . 


I’VE BEEN TRYIN’ T’ MAKE ER MAN ER MYZZHELF, 


that new building of ours. We 
consider that a very fair object 
lesson in good architecture, and we 
are perfectly willing to let our polit- 
ical art-censors look at its exterior 
as much as they like. But, good- 
bye, Mr. St. Gaudens. Glad to 
have seen—we mean heard—you. 
Good-bye.” 


J.S.M. 


OMMY’S MOTHER: Did 
you hear about poor Mrs. 
Jones? She ran a needle into her 
hand. The doctors had to open 
every finger trying to find it. 
TOMMY: What made ’em do 
that, mamma? Why didn’t they 
get the lady another needle ? 


ISS RINKLES: I wonder 
if I'll live to see my thir- 
tieth birthday ? 


HE: No. It only comes once. 





Sportsman: DO PEOPLE HUNT ON THESE PREMISES? 


‘‘ WAL, THEY DOES SOMETIMES, BUT I GUESS I KIN HIDE YOU SOMEWHAR ’ROUND HERE WHERE YOU WILL BE SAFE TILL NIGHT.” 











UR frequently esteemed contempora:,, the New York 77zbune, sometimes 

forgets politics and says a good thing. And why is it, by the way, that 

a paper with such large opportunities should prefer to remain an old-fashioned 

partisan organ of the narrowest type, a fact regretted by both Republicans and 

Democrats? But as Sorosis is not a political organization, our contemporary can 
regard it without foaming at the mouth and becoming red in the face. 

There appeats to be a difference of opinion in Sorosis as to whether or not the 
literature devoted to children should contain fairy stories, fables and things that are not 
true. In the couise of a discussion on the subject one lady read a fairy tale, which she 
said was more terrifying to a child than ‘‘the wildest nightmare caused by mince pie.” 
Others insisted that the fairy stories were useful in cultivating the imagination and exer- 
cising the inventive powers. No decision has yet been reached, but if it is decided to 
abolish Santa Claus, Jack the Giant Killer, Red Riding Hood and the rest, it will be in 
order to accompany the edict with an order that hereafter no child shall be born under 
the age of sixteen. 


6 . . s , : — ; 
WANT a divorce,” she said, as she sank into a chair in the lawyer’s 


office. 
“From your husband?” queried the careful attorney. 
' ” 


“No, from my grandfather!” she snapped, as she bolted through the 
door and slammed it behind her. 
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‘*4 LITTLE ONE FOR A SCENT.” 
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THE BALLADE OF DANNE AND THE SPECULATOR. 


OW glory be to Danne Frohmanne, 
And laurels everywherre, 
For is he not a doughty manne 
And gallant manageaire ? 


A knavish speculator came 
His patrons to annoy, 

When Daniel hied him forth and hired 
A plucky colored boy. 


And to the boy, both fore and aft, 
He placards did affix, 

To tell that tickets bought upon the pave 
Were worth exactly nix. 


The knave shassayed both up and down, 
The boy did shassay too, 

And for his tickets bought with cash 
The knave received no sou. 


Then hied he to a Tammany judge, 
A special friend of his’n, 

And begged that doughty Danne be jugged 
Within some near-by prison. 


But Danne was out for gore, he was, 
And looking for a fight, 

And made the judge confess the corn, 
And rule that he was right. 


So glory be to Danne Frohmanne 
And every manageaire 

Who follows up the ticket knave 
And downs him everywherre. 


* * * 


M MOUNET-SULLY’S Hamlet is certainly 
* avivacious person. We English-speak- 








ing people have been wont to consider Ham- 
‘et rather seriously. Even the Count Joannes 
and the recently deceased James Owen 
= O’Connor attempted to sur- 
fig, Son Oa : 
1 Ot Sila “iy round the character with an 
pee, IM \\)\ 1/4 sph f ol , : 
Y, Wai *mosphere of gloom ; but in 
their cases it was the fault of 
their audiences, not their own, 
that the attempt was not successful. With M. 
Mounet-Sully, however, the vivacity is all on the stage. 
His American audiences accord to him a sober and 
respectful attention which his rendering of Hamlet 
seems hardly to deserve. 
The performance irresistibly recalls the sign hung 
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over the piano-player in the Leadville saloon: ‘ Please do 
not shoot at the Professor; he is doing his level best.” 
It is unquestionably so with M. Mounet-Sully. He is doing 
the very best he can with Ham/éet. That his temperament, 
his conception of the part, and the eccentricities of the 
French language make his performance almost grotesque to 
an American audience is not entirely hisfault. It is certain 
though that any English-speaking actor who so thoroughly 
violated every tradition of the part would be likely to meet 
with the vegetarian reception which distinguished the per- 
formances of the lamented Joannes. 

He does not go against the belief that Ham/et dressed in 
black as a sign of mourning for his father. The wig and 
head-gear though that he affects, while they may accord with 
history, render his appearance fantastic rather than romantic 
or pleasing. The beard which he retains, the brownish-yel- 
low face make-up, and the peculiarity of his eyes all cause 
us to wonder what on earth could make Ofhelza speak of 
him as “the glass of fashion and the mould of form.” 

M. Mounet-Sully introduces several new bits of “business,” 
some of them effective but most of them almost laughter-in- 
spiring. He takes it thatthe “ antic disposition” gives him 
license to assume many of the indications of advanced and 
almost violent insanity, adhering to neither of the generally 
accepted doctrines that Ham/et was made either mildly insane 
with melancholia, or that he shrewdly assumed just enough 
of that phase to deceive those about him. The result is 
startling, we might even say shocking, to those of us who 
adhere to the traditional views. Neither in the text nor the 
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‘Jim, LL TELL YOU HOW YOU’LL HAVE TO FIX IT. 
WOMAN FUST, SEE? ’CAUSE SHE’S GOT DE PLUNKS IN DAT BAG WOT 


TACKLE DE OLE 


SHE’S CARRYIN’, DON’T MIND DE DOG AT ALL; HE’S A BULL DOG AN’ 


HE WON'T 


HE’LL JUST TAKE A HOLD IN ONE PLACE AN’ DEN HANG ON; 
CHEW YOU LIKE AN OR’NARY DOG.” 

‘“WELL, WHERE DO YOU COME IN?” 

‘Ou, I'LL GIT DE PLUNKS WHILE YOU’SE AMOOSIN’ DE DOG.” 














THOSE EASY-RUNNING CASTORS ARE 





NOT ALWAYS A CONVENIENCE, 








history of the play does there seem any warrant for the French actor’s mer- 
curial portrayal. 

It is hardly fair for an American to criticize his declamatory powers on the 
delivery of the lines of the French Ham/et. In the famous soliloquy he was at 
his best from our point of view, although even then it is difficult to overcome the 
shock of hearing the stately “ to be, or not to be” transformed into the ambling 
““étre—ou ne pas étre.” 

In France, M. Mounet-Sully may be a great tragedian ; in America, he is not. 
In the classic verse of Corneille and Racine his talent may manifest itself; in 


Shakespeare translated into French it is almost wholly extinguished. 
Metcalfe. 





HAT is a delicious moment when, after waiting in solitude from 7 to 7:30 in 
the drawing-room, it gradually dawns upon you that you have been invited 
half an hour ahead of time because you are always a half hour late. 
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OW did you secure such a fat pension. You weren’t in the army,were you?” 
“No-o; but I got the rheumatism getting over to Canada in an open boat.” 








‘* GETTING 























SOLID WITH THE OID MAN.” 


‘LIFE - 








oR. a.” Ges: 


Where can I find these lines ? 


‘©O woman, in our hours of ease 
Uncertain, coy and hard to please : 

But seen too oft, familiar with her face, 
We first endure, then pity, then embrace.” 


A LETTER to the Secretary of the Horticultural Society : 


Collier's Once a Week. 


‘* SIR—I partickly wish the 


Satiety to be called to consider the Case what follows, as I think it mite be maid Trans- 


axtionable in the next Reports. 
My Wif had a Tomb Cat that dyd. 


Being a torture Shell and a Grate favirit, we 


had Him berried in the Guardian, and for tho sake of inrichment of the Mould I had the 
carks deposited under the roots of a Gosberry Bush. 


(The Frute being up till then of the smooth kind.) 


But the next Seson’s Frute, 


after the Cat was berried, the Gosberris was all hairy—and more Remarkable, the 
Catpilers of the same Bush was All of the same hairy Discription. 

I am, sir, your humble servant, THOMAS FROsT.”—£xchange. 

SIR RICHARD STEELE, himself an Irishman, was asked by an English friend how it 
happened that Irishmen were soremarkable tor making bulls. ‘‘I believe,” said he, ‘‘ it is 
something in the air of the country, and I dare say, if an Englishman were born here he 


would do the same.” —Overland Enqutrer. 


Mr. JIMSMITH, the lawyer, whose name is a household word in Chicago, recently 
moved into a beautiful suburban home. He is highly pleased with it in a general way, 
but so many agents call upon him that he finds it rather a bore. The other day he opened 
the door to twelve agents before the afternoon was half over, and when he was summoned 
to the door for the thirteenth time he was mad enough to fight a herd of porcupines, 4 
tall, sad-eyed man, dressed in black, confronted him and started to say something, by 
Mr. Jimsmith interrupted him : ; 

‘* You don’t need to tell me what you have to sell, because I don’t wantit. I dont 
need a burglar-proof clock, nor a bootjack that has a music box in it, nor a stem-winding 
can-opener. I don’t e 

‘*My dear sir, you are mis ; 

‘*O, you don’t need to ‘dear sir’ me; it won't work. I tell you I don’t want a gate 
that may be taken from its hinges and used asa folding bed. I have no use for a com- 
bined curry comb and moustache cup. I have a full supply of furniture polish, cough 
medicine, and hair restorer ; and, what’s more, my wife doesn’t need a recipe for presery. 
ing codfish or frying billiard balls.” ! 

‘* Really, sir, this is a most extraordinary : ; 

‘“O, of course, it's extraordinary, but I don’t want it. I suppose it can be used to 
grate horseradish and tune the piano, but I tell you that I don’t need it. Perhaps it will 
take the grease spots out of clothing, pare apples, and chase dogs out of the yard, but 
you'll have to go somewhere else to sellit. Iam surprised that a man of your age and 
respectable appearance should go around trying to sell pocket cornshellers when the 
whole neighborhood is full of wood that ought to be sawed. What's the use of trying to 
sell a man a fire-escape when you can make a dollar a day baling hay.” 

‘*T am not an agent.” 

‘Then what are you ?” : 

‘I’m the pastor of the Orthodox Brethren Church, and I came over to get acquainted, 
not knowing that you were running a private madhouse. Good day.”—Chicago Tribune, 


” 


” 





For sale by all Newsdealers in Great Britain. The Inter- 





national News Company, Bream’s Building, Chancery Lane, 


London, E. C., England, AGENTS. 





EUROPEAN AGENTS—Mesers, Brentano, 37 Avenue de l’Opera, 
Paris; Saarbach’s News Exchange, 1 Clarastrasse, Mayence, 
Germany, Agents for Germany, Austria and Switzerland. 





PACKER’S TAR SOAP 
is undoubtedly the best 
Shampooing agent known. It 
does not dry the hair, but makes it 
soft and glossy. It is refreshing 
and beneficial to the hair and skin. 





820 
Sixth 
Ave., 


* NEW 
oc'e'o Hennig: vox. 
Ladies’ Tailor and Dressmaker, 


eam | callsattention to his establishment 
or designing and making 
Seciety, Ball, Promenade 
and Riding Costumes, 
Mantles, Capes, Jackets, Etc., 
In English, French and all other styles. 
Perfect fitting and cutting. 


Le 
COPYRIGHTED 
CELEBRATED HATS, 


Ladies’ Round Hats and Bonnets 
And The Dunlap Silk Umbrella. 
178 & 180 Fifth Avenue, bet. 22d & 23d Sts. 
and 181 Broadway, near Cortlandt St. 
NEW YORK. 

Palmer House, Chicago. 914 Chestnut St., Phila, 
Ge Agencies in all Principal Cities. 
Gold Medal Awarded, Paris Exposition, 1889. 





ALL LEADING 
FURNISHERS 


SEND 
FOR CATALOGUE 








The “Hoffman House’”’ 
Bouquet Cigar 


On sale at all Popular Clubs, Cafes, Hotels 
and by dealers generally. 

But if your dealer does not keep them, order 
direct.from The Makers; 


‘‘THE HILSON CO.,” 


Cor. 39th St. and First Ave., = 


NEW YORK. 





TAILOR-MADE GOWNS 


Ready or To Order. 


We ¢eall particular atten- 
tion to our different 
lines: 

In Covert Cloths— 
Brown, Tan and Gray— 
$22.00 to $55.00; ready- 
made from our own 
workroom, or they will 
be made to order at short 
notice,for the same price. 

Whipcord Suits, $28, 
$35, $40, $42 and $55. 

Outing Suits in Covert 
Cloth—all colors— $15 to 
$18. 

Outing Suits in Serge— 
Blue and Black— Cuta- 
ways, Blazers and Coats, 
$11, $15, $17, $18, $22, 
$25,$28 and $32, acecord- 
ing to style and finish. 

In the same depart- 
ment, Coats, Jackets, 
Capes and all varieties of 
Spring Wraps, at most 
moderate prices. 


James McCreery & Co., 


Broadway and 11th St., 
NEW YORK. 


Wedding Invitations 


and Fine Stationer 
—at retai 


Nothing gives better evidence 
one’s good taste than the use 
fine stationery. Send for samy 
book of correspondence papers. 


SpauLpING & Co., 


(INCORPORATED) 


State & Jackson Sts., Chicago 
36 Ave. de l’Opera, Paris. 





ERTIEAR 
RCAD) 


By Robert Bridg¢ 
(Droch.) 
Dialogues about 
HOWELLS, 
JAMES, 
ALDRICH, 


CRAWFORD, 
KIPLING, 
MEREDITH, 
STOCKTON, STEVENSON, 
DAVIS, BARRIE. 


With 65 illustrations by O. Herford, F. 
Attwood, and A. E. Sterner. 


Uncut edges, gilt top, r2mo, $1.25- 


Charles Scribner’s 50 
743 & 745 Broadway, N. Y, 





A Gastronomical Fact. 


The truth of Lord Stowell’s maxim, that 
“dinner lubricates business,’ depends very 
much on where you take your man to dine. 
Take him into the beautiful Colonial dining- 
room of the St. Denis Hotel, Eleventh street 
and Broadway. and give him such a dinner as 
a generation of experience enables them to set 
before you, and your business is half accom- 
plished before you begin to talk about it. 








b. TEWKSBURY 


Banker, 50 Broadway, New York, 


Buys and sells Bills of Exchange on all parts of the Wo 





